7 he Tragedy of Himle t '* ' 

The poore aduanced makes friends of e ttemics, 

And hethcrtoo doth louc on fortune tend, 

For who not needs, fhall ncuer lacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Direftly feafons him his encmic. 

But orderly to end where I begunne. 

Our willes and fates doe fo contrary runne, 

That our deuicesftUl are ouerthrowne, , 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our ow nc, 

So thinke thou wilt no feicondhusband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Qwee.Nor earth to me giue foode, norheauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from mce d ay* and nighty 
To defperation turne my tfuft and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in priion be my fcope. 

Each oppolitc that blanckes the face ofioy, 

Meetc what I would haue well, and it deftroy, . 

Both hccre and hence purfue me lading ftrife, Haw. If ftie mould 

If once 1 bee a widdow, eucr I be a wife. breake it now 

King. Tis deepely fyvorne,fwcct Jcaue mce heare a while. 

My fpirits grow dull and famcl would beguyle 
The tedious day with fleepe, 

Quee. Slcepe rock thy braine, 

And neuer come mifchance^ctwixt yitvyane. r Exeunt. 

Ham, Maddam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth protefl too much me thinkes. 

Ham. O but fhee’lckeepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard rhe argument. ? istbere no offence in’c? 
Ham. No.no, they do blit icft,poyfon in icft,no offence i th world- 
King. What do you call the play . 4 

Ham. The Moufetrap.mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
ofamurtber done in Vienna , Ggnz.ago is the Dukes name , his wife 
'Baptitta, you fhall fee anone, tis a knauiflr peecc of workc-,but vvliat 
of that ? your maiefty and we drall haue free ,fbulcs,it ; toucnes vs not, 
let thegauled lade winch,our withers are vnwrung.This isoneX#- 
cianus , Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene y ou andyour loue 
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If I could fee the puppits dallying. 

Ophe. You arekeenemy Lord, you are kcene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groning to take oft mine edge, 

Ovb Still better and worfe. , , . 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Beginne murtherer, Jeaue 
thy damnable faces and begin, come,the croking Rauen doth bel- 

10 aS." T houghts black, hands apt, drugges fit and time agreeing, 
Confident feafon els no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected, 

With Hecatsb an thrice blafled, thrice infected. 

Thy naturalltjaagicke, and dire property. 

On wholifome lffe vfurps immediately. 

Ham. A poyfons him i’th Garden for his eftate, his names Gohxa- 
f o the (lory is extant and written in very choice Italian, yon {ball fee 

anon how the murtherer gets the louc of Gonz.agoee mie. 

Oph, The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord? 

Vel. Giue ore the play. 

King. Giue me fome light, away. 

‘Pol. Lights, light s, lights. Exeunt, all but Ham, andHoratto. 

Haw. Why let the ftroken deerc goe weepe. 

The Hart vngauled play, 

For feme muft watch wmtft fbme rauft fleepe, - 

Thus runnes the world avtf|. Would not this fir and a forreft of fea- 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turne Turke with me, with prouinci- 
all tfofes,on my raz’d'ftioo:s,get me » fello wfbip in a city of players ? 
Hora. Halfeafhare. 

Ham, A whole one I. 

For thou doft know oh D unton deere 
ThisRciftne dimantlcd was 
QfWhimfelfe, and now raignes hccrc 
A very verypaiock. 

H ora. You might haue rim’d. 

H am. OgoodH oratio^ lie take the Ghofts word lor a thouiand 
pound. Didftpcrceaue? 

H ora. Very well my Lord. 

H am\ Vppon the talkc of the poyfoning- 
Hera. I did very well note him. 

Hj; 


Hrm. 


